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THE SIZE OF THE INDEPENDENT ARMY. 
This is the third time they have marched around. There is just about nine of 
them, not ninety thousand. 
















































































INDEPENDENTS ENCOURAGED. 
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cw We wit 


SEND 


George WILLIAM CURTIS was recently 


cheered and encouraged in the course of | 
apostacy he has marked out for himself by | 


a very marvellous and significant portent. 
The encouragement took the shape of a 
manifestation from the spirit land, and the 
visitant Bill 
Tweed 


was no less a person than 
himself. Mr. Curtis at 


time seated with his trusty friends and boon 


was 


companions, Carl Schurz and George Jones, 
and the party was engaged in reviving mem- 
ories of childhood by tossing pennies to see 
which should be nominated for President on 
the Independent ticket. 
had sat for some days without arriving 


The Convention 
at 
any conclusion, for each of the three had 
one vote each—Curtis’ being for Curtis, 
Jones’ for Jones, and Schurz’ for Schurz, 


first, last and all time, and no second choice. 


Under those circumstances, they had no al- | 


ternative but to resort to the fickle goddess 
and leave the choice to the hazard of a flip- 
ped penny. 

Can a more solemn moment be imagined? 
The Independent ticket was already spin- 
ning in the air. 
tel States were already trembling in the 





balance—thuat is, as much of the destinies as 
Messrs. Curtis, Jones and Schurz cared two 
straws about—when Bill Tweed entered. 


MONTHS, TO ANY | 


the | 


The destinies of the Uni- | 


THE JUDGE. 


The JUDGE regrets to say that he is unable 
Ile 


refers readers to Mr. Curtis or any profess- 
Suffice it to say that 


to describe the manner of the entrance. 


ing spiritual medium, 
Bill Tweed’s ghost did appear, followed by 
the spirit of many worthy Democrats de- 
parted, and patted the assembled Independ- 


ent Convention on the back, and spoke 
kindly and enecouragingly to them. 

‘*Go it, my boys,” said the genial spirit 
kindly. ‘* I have been a good deal dissatistied 


with the way things have been going on 
here since I stepped out, but this minute 
repays me for all. I am especially pleased 
at your converson, Curtis. You used to be 
down on the ‘‘ Ring,” but I see your heart 
is in the right place after all. Again I say, 
goit, my boy. You are beginning to learn 


If you 
ean only kill the Republican party, it will 


something about practical politics. 


be worth millions to somebody—to yourself, 
who knows, if you only mind your Ps and 
Qs. George William, if you’re lucky and 
stick to it, live rich 
spected as I did, and die 


and 
ahem—as I did 


you may yet re- 


With these words the spirit melted away, 
leaving the Independent party wonderfully 
heartened and consoled. After discussing 
the miraculous event, and coneluding that 


| it was a special sign of Divine grace vouch- 
| safed to the Independent party, the conven- 


tion picked up their pennies and fell to 


tossing again. 





THE GLORIOUS FOURTH. 


18 KEPT ON 


LAsT week there was an unusual commo- 

| tion of gunpowder (reckoning from a peace 
standard) a decided boom in the firework 
market, and a general jubilation of the genus 
small boy. Returns of accidents with toy 
pistols and explosions are coming in slowly, 
but the outlook is that the crop will not fall 
that of other Mr. 
William Curtis and others of the Independ- 


below years. George 


for purity of record. 


| and 















BEECHER AND BLAINE. 


Mr. BEECHER does not like Mr. Blame. 
heard that [Mr. Blaine par- 
ticularly disliked Mr. Beecher, but the pre- 
of the gentleman seems 
likely to end in getting himself disliked by 
the whole Republican party—minus_ that 
very insignificant vulgar faction known as 


We have never 


sent course Rev. 


the Independents. Mr. Beecher, in addition 
to being a clergyman, isa politician—indeed, 
he may be said to be a power in polities in 
the favored city of Brooklyn, only second to 
Boss McLaughlin. Whether McLaughlin 


Beecher have taken council together 


| during the present emergency or not, the 


| lofty, moral platform whereon Mr. 
| has been posing since—since—how 


JUDGE knows not. Beecher is all the time 

Ife is right; he needs 
it. 
own life being without any terribly damning 


McLaughlin is not so particular, his 


stains. 

James G, Blaine is pure enough for most 
people, but not for Henry Ward Beecher. 
This is a matter on which the JupGE offers 
Mr. Beecher his sincere sympathy. It is so 
particularly unpleasant to have a man elected 
President who is not pure enough for you, 
especially when you look at him from the 
Jeecher 

many 
years ago was it any how? 





THE INDEPENDENT CHAPLAIN. 


SINCE the days of Moses and Aaron and 
the lively times depicted in Old Testament 
history, we have had no divine more impar- 
tial in dividing his time between fighting 


| and preaching, than the Rev. Henry Ward 


a manner truly edifying. 


ents checked the national jubilation when- | 


| ever possible, being pricked in conscience by 
the reflection that they were doing their best 
to wreck the party which had made the con- 
tinued celebration of the joyous Fourth pos- 


sible. Interest in the political mind was 


divided between the patriotic doings of the 
day and vague speculations as to what the 
Democrats would probably be up to at Chi- 
cago. Interest in the popular mind was 
pretty well concentrated on fireworks and 
The explosions are said to have left 


| beer. 


Otherwise, everything is normal, and Tilden, 
| watching the Blaine boom, congratulates 
himself more and more every day that he 
wrote that letter. 

It is currently rumored President Arthur 
is about to effect a compromise with the 
Female Suffragists by allowing them to es- 
tablish a national Gossip Exchange office in 
every city, town, and village throughout the 
State. 


| Mute rapture. A loaded dumb-waiter. 





the capita of the Sore Heads sorer than ever. | 


Beecher. 


Nay, H. W. 


upon the system of the traditional Israelites 


Bb. has improved 


and combines his prayers and his polities in 
His preaching is 
aggressive, and his fighting is a sermon. 
No more suitable chaplain for the Indepen- 
dent party could well be imagined, and that 
the Independent Party stands in need of a 
chaplain and all the consolation that can be 
expected from religion or any other source, 
doubts. Whetner oy. 
talents, like Mark Anthony and Brutus, lie 
in the line of funeral orations is uncertain, 


no one Beecher’s 


but he will havea fine chance to spread him- 
self at the obsequies of the Independent 
party next November. 





MORE CONSISTENCY. 

Ir has rarely been THE JUDGE’s good 
fortune to differ politically from a man who 
has stultified himself out of his own mouth 
so completely as has George William Curtis. 
While he is endeavoring to drum up and 
organize all the soreheads he can find with a 
view ‘‘to beat Blaine,” on the theory that 
Blaine’s record is not pure enough for his 
immaculateness, we have been reading some 
of the back numbers of J/arper’s Weekly 
with some amusement. Perhaps our readers 


| would like to share our merriment, and form 



































their own opinion of Mr. George William | 
W e extract | | 
23, 1871: 


Mr. Speaker Blaine has, in a brief letter | 


Curtis and the paper he edits. 
from Harper’s Weekly of September 2 


to the Maine Standard, effectually extin- 
guished the slanderous imputations that 


have been put abroad of his having acquired 
a large fortune by means of his public posi- 
tion at Washington.  Ilis letter, like his 
recent speech at Saratoga, is characterized | 
by a vigor and directness that go straight to | 
the mark. Mr. Speaker Blaine is in the 
very prime of his powers. Although only 
forty-one vears of age, he has had four | 
years of service in the Legislature of Maine | 
(two of which as Speaker), and eight years 

in Congress, and is now for the second time | 
Speaker of the House. But the record he 
mide as editor of the Kennebec Journal, and 
Portland Advertiser, Auring eeveral years 
editorial work, was quite a» .. tinguished as 
his political career, Journal 13 his pro- 
fession, though it is quite probal ie that the | 


talent and vim that have achieved so much | 
at forty one, will still retain him in public 
lifee—From Jlarper’s Weekly, September | 


23d, 1871. 





Little Ah Sid. 
Little Ah Sid 
Was a Christian kid 
A cute little cuss, you'd declare— 
With eyes full of fun 
And a nose that begun 
Right up at the roots of his hair. 


Jolly and fat 
Was this frolicsome brat, 
As he played through the long summer day, 
And braided his cue 
As his father used to, 
In Chinaland, far, far away. 


Once o'er a Jawn 
That Ah Sid played upon 
A bumble-bee flew in the spring ; 
**Melican buttlefly !” 
Said he, with winking eye, 
‘Me catchee and pull off um wing.” 


Then with his cap 
Ife struck it a rap— 
This innocent bumble-bee — 
And put its remains 
In the seat of his jeans, 
For a pocket there had the Chinee. 


Down on the green 
Sat the litle sardine 
In a style that was strangely demure, 
And said with a grin 
That was brimful of sin, 
‘*Me mashee um buttertly, 


Little Ah Sid 

Was only a kid, 
Nor could you expect him to guess 
What kind of a bug, 
IIe 
folds of his loose-fitting dress, 


sure,” 


was holding so snug, 
In the 
‘Ki-ya! Ki-yip-ye!” 
Ah Sid cried, us he 
tose hurriedly up from that spot. 
Yuk-a-kan! 
Dam un Melican man— 
Um buttertly belly much hot!” 


‘Ki-ya! 


8. F. WASP. 


osiitiiniiae 
your 
classics at 


“e I 
course 0 
O'Shea?’ 

*] dunno’ that, faix; but he wint throo’ 
wan iv the taychur's pockits the fusht day 


son went 
his 


PRESUME 
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through a 
college, Mrs. 
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Tales of My Grandmother. 


TALE NO. V. 


My grandmother conceived the idea that 
her health would be largely benefited by a 


sca voyage. So she made up her mind to go 
to Europe. She took me partly, as she said, 
to enlarge my mind by travel, partly to keep 
me safe under her own eye. She hated the 


sex, did grandma, and during the vovage 
poor Aunt Prissy had a rough time of it in 


more ways than one. Grandma was very ill. 
She groaned all day and all night. She for- 
got that Aunt Prissy had strongly opposed 
the scheme from the first, and constantly 


insisted that she was an undutiful, cruel 
daughter and had dragged her poor old 


mother from her comfortable home to find 
a watery grave. Aunt Prissy bore it all 
with her usual calm forbearance. I was not 
so patient. When grandma told me she 
was ‘‘ homesick,” I would say, ‘‘ No grand- 
ma, you are only sea- Bic k, half the folks on 
board are the same;” but truly, she was a 
pitiable object, stretched on her couch, her 


front hair on one side of her head, her trav- 
eling bonnet on the other, Martin utterly 


non compos, her favorite physician left far 
behind, and she, herself, at the mercy of 
that ‘ignorant young sprout,” as she indig- 
nantly designated the ship’s surgeon. | 
shall never forget her unfeigned glee when 
we sighted land, and she was told that she 
could be on shore some hours sooner by 
stopping at Queenstown. Had it been Rob- 
insun Crusve’s Island instead of Ireland, it 
would have made no difference to grandma, 
It was of no avail for Aunt Prissy to urge 














he got thaure, the blaggard!’ 


that she could not get further than Ireland 





AN OLD STORY WITH A NEW APPLIC 
Cook.—‘‘ With what kind of sauce do you prefer to be eaten ?’ 


Fow.s.—‘* But we don’t want to be eaten: 
Cook.—‘‘ You are departing from the question.” 
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SATION. 


yo 


without again going on board asteamer. No 
avail to represent that it was out of our pro- 
posed route; that we knew nothing of ot 
land or anybody there; that the country 
was disturbed by a state of semi-rebellion or 
that our baggage would all be turned inside 
out in search of dynamite and infernal ma- 


chines. Grandma would land, and land she 
did. The little tender came alongside, and 
we, our baggage, and about twelve other 


passengers and theirs, and the mails were 
popped off in less time than it takes to tell 
it, and in about an hour we were standing 
shivering on the shore of the Emerald Isle. 

“Yer luggage is all safe, mam,” says an 
official from the **Queen’s Hotel.” ‘* Go 
uj to the house forenest you, where the 
light is burnin’ and you’ll pass the Customs, 
and the bus ‘Il take ye’s up there.” 

It was midnight, which made the ‘ house 
where the lights were burnin’” more appa- 
rent, So thither we went; our baggage was 
the first to come, the last to go. It was 
carefully examined. Aunt Prissy’s double- 
barrel scent bottle, in the form of a pistol 
was detained, and my air-gun. The “ bus” 
had long departed, but an old woman who 
was selling shamrocks on the pier procured 
us a donkey and cart, which brought our 
luggage for the trifling charge of “ sixpence 
for the boy’s time, sixpence for the hire of 
the ass, and sixpence for the wear and tare 
of tacklins,” for so the scale of charges was 
represented to us. When I add to that a 
sixpence to the old woman, and sixpence 
apiece to abont a dozen buys, that each and 
all offered and insisted on showing us:the 
way to the hotel, I think I have mentioned 


the total cost of the transit from the Ctistom 
Llouse. 
downy 


We lost 
couches. 


time 


Next 


no In seeking our 


morning Aunt 





























































































Prissy and I partook with much enjoyment 
of an excellent breakfast of bacon and eggs, 
and as grandma was not awake we sallied 
forth to view the town, and later succeeded 
in persuading grandma to contide herself to 
the pilotage of the proprietor of an Irish 
jaunting ear, with whom we had made ac- 
quaintance during our ramble. He drove 


us round the neighborhood for about three | 
hours, for which he charged us the rather | 
exorbitant fare of £2; but this he explained | 
by suying, ** lis car was the only real ilgant 


one in the town, and his baste the best in 
Ireland,” vud as he very truly « bserved, ** If 
foreign ladies and gintlemen will have shtyle, 
and the best of eve rvthing, av coorse they 
must pay for it.” It me that Den- 
nis’ voke,”’ as he termed it, depended very 
much for its pursuance and ‘shtyle,” on 
various ingeniously plaited hay ropes, and 
that his horse, which looked very much as 
though it were fed on crinolettes, came to 
the ground more than but Dennis 
assured me, and if grandma was satisfied, I 
was not disposed to cavil. Ile told me that 
his only daughter was gone to America, and 
wondhered greatly we niver had met her. 
He suid she had been ailin’ lately with a 
bilious faver called pleurisy, and he told my 
grandmother she was the livin’ picter of his 
sister's aunt by marriage, at whose house hi 
consequently insisted on ealling. Ido not 
think grandma was satisfied at the resemb- 
lance, but there was no withstanding the 
warm-hearted hospitality of the whole 
family. Aunt Prissy and I won golden 
opinions by our thorough enjoyment of the 
draught of fresh milk with which we were 
supplied. Our hostess confided to me that 
grandma was a ‘* proud old lassie,” as she 
would have neither **tay nor whiskey and 
the potheen in the house.” 

She told us all her family history, giving 
us a retrospective sketch of the death of her 
husband and the birth of her fourteen chil- 
dren. She said, ‘* Iler eldest daughter was 
very delekit intirely. She followed baking, 
poor Mary did, and it was a great injustice 
tu a pain she found in her side, owin’ to the 
hate of the oven, and she got 
it only bruisin it in with her hand all the 
day; and her second daughter, ran off to b 
married last Serapht, so she was greatly tos- 
sjcated: since.” She further enjomed on my 
grandmother to ** Sind her by Dinnis, a pair 

of auld boots and stockings if she had them 
to spare, and an auld skirt and petticoat, 
and any auld bonnet to go to chapel in,” 
adding If the young gintleman has 
uny cast clothes, they’d be a grand fit for 


struck 


onees 


no aise from 


also, *‘ 


my Pat—and it’s prayin’ for yon’d I’d be for 
iver afther, for Pat’s a real villian to go 
through his clothes, and he has a bit of a 


taste and likes to be nate too.” 

We took our departure at last to the 
loudly expressed regret of the old lady, who 
shook us warmly by the hand, and called on 
the ‘‘childer” to raise a shout for us, which 
they did with healthy vigor. Dennis put a 
‘‘whisp of hay” under our feet, which cer- 
tainly added to our comfort. We dined at 
the hotel and started for Dublin by the 
night mail. Dennis’ parcel certainly light- 
mv wardrobe, and I faney grandma 
and Aunt Prissy’s also, as I heard Martin 
lidionantty about 


ened 


muttering something 


** Misses’ cashmere as good as new;” and 
**Good for nothing Irish beggars.” But 
Martin had prejudices im common with 
many other ladies’ maids. 

It comes high, but we must have it—a 


standing collar. 











THE JUDGE. 


AN OLD STORY. 























Ilis trousers came from the tailor too long. 
She said she would be too bu-y. 
declared her young man would not permit her to do such things. 


ple of inches, 


IIe asked his wife to shorten them a cou- 
Then he asked his sister-in-law. She 
So he asked his mother 


and the cook, but the cook was going to the theater, and his mother consequently had to 


see about supper. 


But it happened that his wife relented and took off two inches, and his 


sister-in-law had a tiff with her young man, and took off two inches, and the cook heard 
that a grocer’s wife had taken seats in the same row, so didn’t go to the theater for fear of 
social loss of caste, so that—well next morning the family thought at first he had been con- 


verted as an apostle of Oscar Wilde. 


The First Kiss. 


BY BERNARD J. KELLY 


No earthly joy doth equal this— 

A maiden’s first enraptured kiss— 

And she who gives, and he who takes, 
In equal measure each partakes. 

Thus, by the giving she doth not loose, 


Tho’ he take as often as he choose 


Neath forest boughs on a sultry day, 
While gold-fish in the brooklet play, 
Thy fondest secrets thou'lt disclose, 
And cooing o'er, at length propose. 
Thou'lt overflow thy cup of bliss, 
And seal thy compuct with a kiss, 


I remember well in Xenia’s wild, 

The pranks I played when but a child, 
And chased the bees the meadows o’er. 

O! could those days come back once more, 
At morn, o'er fields of corn to roam ; 

At even’ drive the cows toward home. 


I long once more the swamp to cross, 
And on the green the ball to toss, 
And, Lottie, on thy lips to press, 
A kiss replete with tenderness ; 


A kiss as silent as the tomb, 
Like bee on rose in fragrant bloom. 


The meadow'’'s flowers fade in the sun, 
The forests bloom when day is done ; 
The single swain singing his lay, 

Like summer's breath doth pass away. 
I'm captive bound—no longer free— 
My heart, oh Lottie! beats for thee. 


Walst-ParER—a bustle. Daily papers— 
bills. 


The Fourth in Dixie. 

Tuey have had a ‘ Fourth of July” cel- 
ebration down in New Guinea. It com- 
menced with fire-crackers and torpedoes at 
sunrise, after which an oration was deliv- 
ered in the St. John the Baptist Methodist 
Chureh, by Mr. Andrew Martin Van Buren 
Mulberry, late of New York, and in the 
evening the festivities were brought to a 
close by a supper and cake-walk. Admis- 
sion 10 cents a head, for the benefit of the 
New Guinea Blaine and Logan Campaign 
Club. 

A colored brother gives the following de- 
scription of the oration : 

**Mr. Van Buren Mulberry’s remarks war 
listened to by a large number ob de most ex- 
tinguished citizens ob de community, and 
de words ob eloquence dat flowed from his 
mouf war like de milk and honey dat swep 
troo de wilderness in de time ob Moses an 
de bull rushes 

** Ife discoased on de state ob de country 
for more dan two hours, dooring which yer 
could hev heerd a gum drop, an when he 
ended his interrogotion, wid de following 
emcomium—‘ From de farthest souf, whar 
ether boils, to de extremest norf, whar mer- 
cury freezes, de name ob James G,. Blaine 
will vivanderate up an troo de lab’rinths ob 
time into de convex ob eternal oblivion,’ de 
enthovusiasm ob de populace knew no bounds 
an de air war heavy wid de shouts ob de 
Blaine men.” 


A BOWLEN-BAD man—a poor cricketer. 


THE ‘‘ iron” horse—the clothes-horse. 



























































The Baffled Baggage Smasher. 


OR THE ASTOUNDING ADVENTURES OF DEA- 


CON JONES’ NEW TRUNK. 


Wren Deacon Jones had accumulated a 
few hundred dollars, by the sale of garden 
truck and the like, he concluded that he 
would like to see a little city life, and started 
for New York accordingly. The unhappy 
man had selected the summer seuson for his 
visit, quite oblivious of the fact that town 
would be empty—however full he might be 
—uand that everyone who was anyone would 
be moving right in the opposite direction. 
Ile also was ignorant of or had forgotten the 
fact that the tide of summer travel was at 
its height, and that the best trained and 
most experienced baggage smashers in the 
employ of the various railroad companies 
would be at their respective posts, ready and 
anxious to crush any article in the way of 
luggage out of all semblance of humanity at 
a moment’s notice. 

Ignorant of all this, good Deacon Jones 
packed his ancient box and gaily started for 
the depot. He reached the depot ; so did 
his trunk. Ie took a ticket for his desti- 
nation and checked his trunk to the same 
point. Ile reached his destination, but his 
trunk—ah, where wus it ? Was this little 
mass of inferior kindling wood, this battered 


effigy of total wreck, the comparatively 
neat and handsome trunk which the old 


woman had packed so carefully for him at 
home. 


One by one, familiar garments met 





vaeies*” / 
‘A s 


ae 


his eye as they protruded from the wreck, 


and convinced him that the pile of kindling 
wood before mentioned was the mortal re- 
mains of his cherished Saratoga. 





Then fire flashed from Deacon Jones eye ; | 


then, although he never cursed, he breathed 
a left-handed prayer with more fervor than 
usual, and then and there he vowed that he 





would postpone his visit to the city that 
would forego all pleasure and = suerifice all 
business till he had wreaked a ver geance on 
the immolator of his wardrobe. 

Behold Deacon Jones once more upor S 
native heath. Ile has been there week, 
and in that time he has not been Ile 
has been daily in the forest, hewing, hack 
Ing, panting over a huge oak The. It 
of his labors is now before him. Itisab g 
box hewn out of the solid wood. do many, 
many inches thick. ‘ Ila, ha!” laughed 
Deacon Jones, grimly, as he looked at it. 
* Tet me see the baggage smasher that can 
resist that.” 

Onee more the Deacon is on his wav to 
the city. Ile carries his worldly possessions 
with him in a valise. The trunk, covered 
with leather and studded with bright new 
nuils, seemed to invite the regurds of the 
baggage smasher. It is so beautiful that 
the champion of the road essays it himself 
Alas, poor trunk ! 

Rolled from end to end of the depot 
whacked, thumped, thrown from a truck, 
and rolled on the rails, the trunk still main- 
| 
| 
| 
| tained its rigidity. The hard wood of the 
} forest proved harder than the hard t suge of 
| the baggage smasher. ‘The man’s pride was 
enlisted ; every means short of dynamite was 


employed, bus the solid oak resisted still. 
It preved upon the baggage smasher’s 
| mind. It weighed upon his ILis 
| appetite fell off and he could not sleep 
| nights. Ie was 
some plan for overcoming the 
trunk, As plan after plan was tried and 
failed, the poor man pined more and more 
| visibly. His alarmed at his 
| condition, urged him to desist, but in vain. 
| He was a proud and high-spirited man, and 
| his pride was enlisted. Ile swore to conquer 
| that trunk, or die in the attempt. He did. 
One peaceful morning in the early sum- 
mer, the baggage smasher, now worn to a 
shadow, resolved on one final attempt. He 
conveyed the trunk to the roof of the depot 
building and let it fall sixty feet upon the 
| flugs below. The trunk never winced. 
Then the baggage smasher smiled faintly 
and murmured * kismet,” and his proud 
spirit passed away with the fragrant July 
morning. Ilis surviving friends buried him 
in the (hitherto untenanted) baggage smash- 
er’s corner in the cemetery. 
was avenged. 
The trunk, all unscathed, breast of oak as 


spirits, 


incubating 
obstinate 


incessantly 


COMpPantons, 


Deacon Jones 






































it was, was set ‘up at the head of the grave 
in lieu of atombstone. His epitaph read: 
** His heart was in his work. 
Gone to smash Celestial Baggage.” 
SSE 


A Faded Flower. 





**’Tis but a little faded flower.” 


Yes, no doubt the Hon. R. P. F. will 
think so after the convention has met. He 
will also, doubtless, be of the opinion that 
there 1s as much truth as poetry in the 
lines— 


Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 


Because 
When the convention shall convene 
Our Roswell P. will be nowhere. 


But he won’t blush; no, not much. Our 
own Roswell P. is not given to blushing. 
Modesty is a virtue with which the Hon. 
R. P. F. is not overburdened. If Roswell P. 
does get red, it will be from anger and cha- 
grin because some other feller has walked 
otf with the nomination, which that other 
feller will undoubtedly do. 

No, Roswell P., 

*Tis not for thee. 

Thy little boom 

Will never bloom 

into a Flower. 
os 

John Kelly, the brave, 
His standard will wave 
Triumphantly over over his band 
Of Tammany braves; but this you may bet, 
And don't you forget, 
"Twill not be for Grover Cleveland. 


* 
* ~ 


Good-bye to Bayard, for he belongs to a 
by-gone age. In Holman, the Democrats 
would have a man, to be sure, but then no 
doubt some would prefer an o’Thurman to 
him. As for Dana, that’s ridiculous, for no 
one would even deign-a look at him. Ben 
Butler’s too soft, on money, besides being 
‘*spoony” in other ways. As for Slocum, 
he’ll be so slow to come before the conven- 
tion that he wont stand the ghost of a 
chance, and as for that judge out in Culi- 
fornia, he’s out of the Field altogether. 
Tilden’s political career is closed, and so is 
his darre/; an ill, no doubt, to his party, 
but we must all dear ill of some kind. They 
cant mak’ much out of Donald; and Cleve- 
land may be the choice. But some may de- 
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AT OUR SUMMER HOTELS. 











Who can wonder that children are objected to? 


cide to cleave to some other man and let him 
slide; and a big Cleave—land-slide, that 
would be, which would land the party 
nowheres, or in a stream which is noted for 
the saline qualities of its waters. 


+ 
* * 


Blaine is a blamed hard man to beat. As 
for Black Jack, that’s a pretty effective 
weapon, when wielded by skillful hands, 
especially to knock over soldier votes into the 
Republican party, and knock down Demo- 
crats into the dust of humiliation and defeat. 


© 
* ” 


The Independants, that noble band of 
brothers, pure, spotless, and immaculate, 
might perhaps be able to prevail upon the 
arch-angel Michael to come down and accept 
the nomination. It may be remembered 
that he performed some very eminent servi- 
ces in the cause of reform some few thousand 
years ago. Some one possessing angelic or 
seraphic qualities will alone do for them. 
Yes, Michael would be an ideal reformer; 
for didn’t he help to reform a certain per- 
sohage, unmentionable to ears polite, out of 
the celestial realms some time ago? With 
President Michael, and Gabriel as Secretary | 
of State, and the other cabinet positions 
filled by mers of the angelic host, we should 
then have reform worth talking about, for | 
we fear 

This world can never give 
The (political) bliss for which they sigh. 


But perhaps, after all, the large cartoon 
in @ recent issue of Tue JuvGE may be only 
too prophetic. If we leave them alone, they 
may come home, and bring their votes us | 
well as their tails behind them. Dreadful 
contemplation! for ‘hem. The enormous | 
mass of ‘‘crow” to be eaten und digested | 
would be so appalling that they might well | 
shrink from the unsavory banquet. ‘The | 
fear of a severe attack of political dyspepsia 
might deter them. If so, all we can say is, 





| 


pure spotless and immaculate brothers, de- 
part in peace. 


But who shall heal all those sore-heads, 
Soothe for lost hopes the wounded heart? 
What balm for ‘hem is there like 
The balm that Michael could impart? 


The above is respectfully submitted to 
their earnest and careful consideration. 





Some Burning Questlons. 

THE Indian question: ‘‘ How?” 

The silver question: How many cents make 
a dojlar this morning? 

The question of the double standard: Isn’t 
one po company enough—and to spare? 

The grain question: What will the har- 
vest be? 

The Southern question: Where mought 
you be from, stranger? 

The question of classical edvcation: Cui 
bono! 

The Irish question: And fur what the 
divel no, ef I've a moind to? Aint this a 
free counthree? 

The Mormon question: Will it pay to take 
another with peck “aengeee at these figures? 

The electoral count question: One, three, 
seven; seven and ten are twenty, mustn’t it? 

The American navy question: Here, take 
one—magnifies five hundred diameters; see 
it now? 

The question af the co-education of the 
sexes: Why not educate first, and go ‘n co 
afterwards? 

An impertinent question: If une old ticket 
is put in the geld, could ei.cer party make 
any politicol capital out of the capital of 
Denmark? 

A vain and foolish question; Did you see 
anything of my wubeelat 

The Resatien question: If you were well 
out of it, wouldn’t you be a glad man, Mr. 
Gladstone? 

A question in geometry? How can we 
make both ends meet? 

A question that must be answered now or 
never: Qui vive? 

A question for the man of leisure: Why is 
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A DIME’S WORTH. © 





Ah, ha! The Reds*in is at hand. Folow me, 


it impossible for the seedy man of the period 
to make his appearance in print without his 
pants bagging at the knees? 

The question of the future, of a future all 
too near; the question which, till it be nipped 
by the kindly November frosts, will be the 
question of the day and of the night—the 
question which never troubles the free-born 
Muscovite, but which the down-trodden 
American must hear and answer without 
seeming to get mad—the question which for 
nuisansical purposes will replace ‘* Over the 
Garden Wall ”’—the question— but here it is 
in all its maddening, stark-naked absurdity: 
Well, what do you think of the election? 


The Book of the Tribes of Columbia. 


CHAPTER I. 
The Little Joker; His Humor; He Attacks Blaine; 
T he People Turn Haainst Lim. 

1. Now in the days when Arthur the 
Chesterite ruled over the tribes of Columbia, 
there dwelt in Gotham, the chief city of the 
land, a little naked fellow, whose name was 
Puck. 

2. He was naked, yea, naked unto his 
skin, save for a black garment, called in the 
language of the Gothamites a swallow-tail. 

3. But more than that, he wore a head- 
covering, yea, even a derby. For the lan- 
guage of the Gothamites was atrocious, and 
spoke of such things as brickinhishat, and 
bullyforyou. And it containeth wild things, 
conceived of greatscott, and 
mightymoses. 

4. And this Puck, from the day of his 
birth, lifted up his voice and spake funny 
things, and humorous legends; so that he 
waxed fit. 

5. And for 


? , 
selial, as 


Puck dwelt in 
And the people 


seven vears 


Gotham, and grew much. 
liked him. 





6. And he attacked and destroved many 
things. Howbeit, his days were numbered. 

7. Now came the time near when the 
people should assemble to choose another 
ruler; for Arthur, the king, was to depart 
from his offioe. 

fi. And some spoke of Blaine, a chief in 
the tribe of Maine; and said, let him be our 
ruler. 


9% But Puck hated Blaine with bitter 
hatred, albeit Blaine was popular with the 
people. 

10. And Puck laughed at Blaine, and 


sneered. And Blaine and the people laughed. 

11. So Puck was emboldened to speak ill 
of Blaine, and spake many harn_ things. 
And Blaine and the people said—It’s only 
Puck. 

12. But Puck grew bolder yet, and painted 
a picture of Claine as a vile thing. 

13. And called hima tattooed man. And 
Blaine said, ’tis only Puck, and he held his 
peice. 

14. Puck drew another picture, viler yet, 
and said Blaine was a Mulliganian scoun- 
drel. 

15. And Blaine said: Little things please 
little minds. 

16. But Puck laughed him to scorn; and 
Puck lifted up his voice and said, “I'll 
make more pictures, Blaine. I'll teach thee 
I am stronger than the Republican party. 
I'll make the tattoo ring from Maine to Cal- 
ifornia. 

17. So Puck made a wretched picture, 
showing Blaine as a tattooed man; and put 
also in the picture William Walter, and 
Whitelaw, chief of the Tribune; and said 
opprobrious things. 

Is. And a paper named the Svracuse 
Times trembled as it saw this, and said, 
Puck can indeed do great things; I tremble 
before Puck; I must do the sycophant. 


19. So the Times, concealing its trembling, 
lifted up its voice and said, Ha! ha! 

20. Puek is wondrous, saith the Times 
in the extent of its power it equaleth the 
Tycoon of Japan. When Gillam ariseth, 
all Blaine men fall. Hurrah for Gillam! 

21. For Blaine is in very truth a tattooed 
man. 

22. And the Syracuse Times ceased speak- 
Ing, and held its peace, 

24. And in New York, Jones and Pulitzer 
echoed the yell from Syracuse. 

24. But now the people cried with a 
mighty voice, saying, Suppress these scan- 
dals! Take heed that thou disregard us not. 

25. Puck disregarded the people’s voice, 
however: and issued more eartoons. And 
the people cried again, saying, You heed 
not our warning. “Then go to the deuce! 

26. And Puck was sent to Coventry by 
the people, and Janguished for want of cir- 
culation. And the Syracuse Zimes took a 
big tumble; while Blaine marched on to 
victory, and the last state of that Puck was 
worse than the first. 

Op Mr. Jackson was quite ill with a bad 
cold, and Mollie (his daughter) was sent to 
the druggist to get a bottle of Dr. Bull’s 
cough syrup. She was a very modest coun- 
try maiden, and felt that it would be very 
innecent to call for the medicine in question, 
so after hesitating some time she remarked: 

** Doctor Smith, Pap is powerful sick and 
wants u bottle of Dr. Cow’s cough syrup.” 

‘** Sorry to say we have no such medicine,” 
replied the Doctor. 

‘** Yes you have,” said Nellie, “* but I can’t 
say that word to you.” 

‘“What word?” inquired the Doctor. 


“Why that word—it’s a male cow’s syrup 


want. 
The Doctor understood her. 


—_ 












































ANYTHING TO 

“Let us shake hands 0' 

GHOST OF BOSS TWEED.---“Go right 
against my old enemy, the Republican p: 
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SAT BLAINE. 


the bloody chasm.” 
ng, gentlemen; you are now arrayed 
Our spirits bless you and we all for- 
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Actors are beginning to think no more 
of a jump across the Atlantic than do the 
English bag-men and American drummers. 

Numerous members of the profession have 
gone to Europe for pleasure, and to buy 
new clothes, while others are preparing to 
return home, either to show themselves and 
their L. S. D.’s to an admiring public, or to 
visit their friends and the girls they left be- 
hind them a few short months ago. 

Lawrence Barrett will not bring back 
enough English money to sink the Servia, 


on which he was to sail the 5th of the | 


month. 

Ile makes a big jump and expects to land 
in Denver, Colorado, and open there the 
28th. 

His London engagement has been any- 
thing but a success. 

Daly and his troupe will soon skip across 
the sea, and Mr. Terriss’ experiment of 
playing an American company to British 
audiences will soon be put to the test. 

A dramatic paper extemporizes at length 
on the advantages of South Africa as a pro- 
fitable field for an enterprising manager, 
and if some of the companies that start off 
every fall for a tour in the boundless west 
could be induced to try their blandishments 
on the Hottentots and Zulus around Cape 
Town, it would bea relief to the prairie 
wolves and coyotes of the plains. With the 
help of a few friendly Assegais and Caffir 
arrows, Union Square might in due time be- 
come depleted of some of the loafers that 
infest the place, and a lady might walk from 
Broadway to Fourth avenue without fear of 
having her clothes set on fire by a lighted 
cigar or by having her best dress ruined by 
tobacco juice. 

If the managers of the ‘‘ Actor’s Fund ” 
would fit out a ship, load it with actors, 
and send it out to introduce art in Africa, 
they would confer an inestimable boon on 
the community, and at the same time rid 
themselves of a few of those who are always 
crying for help. 

The actors would have nothing to com- 
plain of, for they would probably meet with 
no worse a fate than do the missionaries 
that the churches send out; and the church 
and the stage might get on together more 
amicably south of the equator than they do 
north of that purely imaginary line. 

But to return to our native heath. 

The Casino is by far the most popular 
place of amusement in New York for the 
summer months, but great changes are ex- 
pected to take place here soon. It is said 
that McCaull and Mr. Aronson will part 
company on the Ist of May, and that Mr. 
McCaull will take a new company to some 
other house. 

Mr. Carleton has already left the present 
McCauil Company, and has himself organ- 
ized a troupe for English Opera. 

Miss Lily Post will be the soprano, a Miss 
Davis the contralto, Carlton, himself, of 


course will be the principal star, and he has 
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also engaged Adolphi and Mr. Jay C. Tay- 
lor. They open in St. Paul the 14th, with 

‘““The Merry War,” and if the venture is a 

success, Mr. Carleton will after a while pro- 
duce the standard English Operas, that the 

Emma Abbott Troupe are in the habit of 
| favoring us with. al we 

The Eden Musee has started a series of 
sacred (?) Sunday concerts, and the wax 
figures of Nilsson, Patti, and some of the 
composers are actually transfixed with rap- 
ture at the bare mention of the fact. 

The dulcet tones that penetrate the cham- 
ber of horrors do not seem to soothe the 
savage breasts there, to any great extent, 
and Queen Victoria does not allow herself to 
be disturbed by tootings of the cornet or 
the scraping of the violins. 
| We would mildly suggest that on next 
| Sunday, the band should strike up ‘‘John 
Brown's body lies a moldering in the grave,” 
| which might arouse her majesty from her 
| apathetic condition, and relieve the monot- 

ony of her position. 

| Another company has gone to pieces out 
| in Minnesota. This time it was *‘ Brigg’s’ 
Minstrels. Their baggage was attached by 
| hotel proprietors to whom they owed money, 
| and they were left without a cent in a town 
| called Stillwater. Some of the troupe 
| joined the local band there, and others have 
become performers in Sells Circus. We 
should call the whole business a Se//. 





‘All Aboard. 


The Democratic boat is going— 
All aboard ! 
Flower’s blooming, Butler’s blowing, 
Cleveland all his charms is showing, 
Carlisle’s looking for his passes, 
tandall’s staring through his glasses; 
McDonald’s squeezing Hendricks badly, 
Bayard’s there and musing sadly 
Over resurrected speeches— 
Hurry up! the whistle screeches!— 
Is Field and *‘ Horizontal” Morrison here, 
And “Standard ” Payne and Lloadly sere? 
All right! Then loose the moorings, bang 
the gun, 
All aboard for the Convention! 
Hold a minute! Are you crazy? 
Here comes Sammy—what a daisy! 
Who called him sick? He’s just as hearty 
As any man within the party. 
Declined the nomination, has he? 
What of it! That was just a quasi 
Blind to rope the suckers in— 
He or his candidate 711 win. 
* * * * * * * 
The Democratic boat is going— 
All aboard ? 
Then let her go. She’s going, going— 
What a horde! 
T. ADDISON. 








He confessed and said, ‘‘I merely bor- 
rowed it from the safe and intended to put 
it buck and more to it. My intentions were 
gooc, and A hoarse voice from the un- 
briny deep: ‘Send ’em down here; always in 
good demand—our pavements wearing out 
faster every day.” 





‘‘T HEAR that Lawyer Brown devotes 
himself now to collecting bills. I always 
did think he wasa kind of half-baked fellow.” 

*« Oh, you’re mistaken—he can’t be only 
half-baked.” 

** Why not?” 

** Because he is dun Brown.” 


THE door of fashionable society cannot be 
entered until it is pride open. 














Monographs. 
‘“SUMMER BOARDERS TAKEN IN.” 
‘Good air, fine fishing, milk and fruit, 
Croquet, lawn tennis, boating, riding, 
Mosquitoes none, no flies, rooms single or in 
suit ’— 
All this the honest farmer’s advertising— 
‘*Summer boarders taken in.” 
Alas, the day! when city folks confiding, 
Peruse this legend and the tale believe in! 
To soon they'll ascertain the truth in hiding, 
That they, like many, many others, have been 
‘*Summer boarders taken in!” 


——A plumber’s little Bill—his baby boy. 


“é 





Great things are not always good,” 
says Demosthenes. Wonder if David Davis 


| has ever pondered upon this? 


—Somebody wants to get a grind on me— 
as the dull scissors said when they refused 
to cut. 


——In Morocco, when they catch a horse 
thief they cut off his hands. Out west, they 
simply cut off his wind. 


——Stiggs—There goes another case of 
sudden arrest. 

Biggs—Where? Uow? 

Stiggs—W hy, that hunckback on the other 
side of the street. Case of arrested develop- 
ment, you know. 





The king of Holland has betrothed 
his three-years-old daughter to the Count of 
Flanders. She’s not very mature, ’tis true, 
but, on account of slanders now-a-days, 
there’s nothing like training up achild in 
the way it should go. 





A man in Nebraska is around trying 
to sell his body to the doctors before taking 
‘‘a leap in the dark.” He is probably a 
delegate to the Democratic Convention, and 
as the devil has already bargained for the 
poor feol’s soul, his body ought to come dirt 
cheap. 





A woman arrested in Vienna, Aus- 
tria, confessed that she had ended the lives 
of four husbands with poison. She was the 
champion housewife—she knew how to make 
four ends meet, which we consider superior 
to making both ends meet. 





My, son, when the burning eloquence 
of love is rolling off your tongue like rain 
from a newly-shingled roof, don’t be dis- 
couraged if your girl begins to parley with 
you. Remember, that in love, as in war, a 
fortress that parleys is half taken. 





Toags—I see they’ve found a $10,000 
diamond, in Eagle, Wis., and the natives 
think they’ve struck a diamond field. I’ve 
a mind to go out there and try my luck. 

Boggs—Pooh! don’t bea fool. Some for- 
gotten hotel clerk was probably murdered 
there years ago, and this diamond is all of 
his remains that has so far been discovered. 
Unless there was a perfect holacaust of hotel 
clerks at the time, no diamond field will be 
found. 





The bank clerks played a draw game 
of ball, the other afternoon, and Chinr, who 
is accounted a sad wag, was present. 

Said Chinn: ‘‘ This is what I call estab- 
lishing the warmest relations between capi- 
tal and labor.”’ 

Said Pipes [who is envious of Chinn’s 
reputation]: ‘‘I fail to see the force of that 
remark. Lach side is striking against the 
other, and neither seems to be avy better off 
for it.” 

Pipes is now a stranger to Chinn. 














































































































THE JUDGE. 


A VERY GOOD REASON. 





MAN. ‘ How many fish have yor caught, 
sJory.—** Oh: I couldn't count em.” 
Man.—‘“* 


Boy.—‘* Thal’s why 1 can’t count em.” 
Rough on Rats. 


‘* HAVE you any rat pizen?” asked an old 
farmer in Yergin’s drug store, yesterday. 

‘*Certainly,” said the clerk, ‘‘we have 
several kinds.” 

‘* Waal,” said the granger, ‘‘ the plaguey 
rats is *bout to carry my barn off, an’ I come 
in hyar to get sumthin to drive ‘em away.” 

“Oh! that’s easy to do,” said a_ loafer. 
‘*T drove about a thousand rats away from 
my burn, and you can do it too.” 

** All ght, stranger, how did you do it?” 

“Well, I got a keg of beer and——” 

‘Thunder! ye didn’t fool away enny beer 
drownin’ rats did ye?” 

““No; I didn’t drown them. 
keg of beer in the barn and—” 

‘“©Ye war afeerd the old woman 
drink it, eh?” 

‘*No; I put it in the barn and—” 

“Put rat pizen in it, eh? Why, you 
durn fool, what made ye waste so much 
beer?” 

** Hold on, old man, I did nothing of the 
kind.” 

‘« How in thunder did ye make that thar 
keg of beer kill them thar rats? ” 

‘* Why, I gave it toa brass band to play 
‘Sweet Violets” in the haymow, and the 
rats skipped out like our soldiers did at Bull 
Run! Give it a trial, my friend.” 

‘*No, I'll be danged ef I du, stranger! 
Pizen is good enough for rats an’ brass 
bands. I’d ruther drink ther beer myself an’ 
skeer ’em to death by lett’ ’em smell my 
breath.” —Paris Beacon. 


I put the 


would 





THE report comes from Washington that 
Congress is not in favor of giving pensions 
to all the relations of the soldier. ‘The com- 
mittee on pensions, it is understood, will 
draw the line at the step-mother-in-law. 
This is news that the public probably will 
read with pretty dry eyes, as the mother-in- 
law, even with a step to it, seems to be one 
of the most unpopular institutions in the 
country, but it is feared that the committee 
will carry the cheese-paring system of econ- 
omy which prevails at Washington so far as to 
leave the grandfathers of the revolutionary 
soldiers to shift for themselves. 


CONFUSION worse confounded—pi. 


Bub?” 


Why you havnt canaht any, you little wretch.” 
PY J . . 


The Men with the Pig. 


A FEW days ago two men, who were after- 
ward found to be Detroiters, arrived in a 
town about fifty miles to the west of this, 
leading a pig. It was perhaps big enough 
und heavy enough to be called a hog, but 
they termed it a pig, and as they turned it 
over to the care of the landlord at whose inn 
they proposee to rest for the night, one of 
the men explained: 

‘* Be awful careful with that pig. He’sa 
daisy—a new breed just from Scotland. 
We’ve sold him to a farmer out here for $50 
and we don't want anything to happen to 
him.” 

The landlord locked the pig up and then 
began to think and cogitate and suspect. 
When the strangers hud gone to bed he 
called in some one of the boys and said: 

“I've twigged the racket; them two fel- 
lows are sharpers, and that’s a guessing pig. 
To-morrow they will give you a chance to 
guess at his weight at ten cents a guess, and 
you'll be cleaned out—only you won’t. As 
the fellows sleep we will weigh their pig and 
beat their game.” 

Nobody slept until the pig was taken 
over to the scales and weighed. He pulled 
down 170 pounds to a hair, and the villagers 
went home and hunted up their nickels and 
dreamed of pigs and scales and sharpers 
through the remainder of the night. 

Next morning the pig was led around in 
front, and, before starting off on his jour- 
ney, one of the owners remarked to the 
assembled crowd: 

‘**Gentlemen, I’m going to weigh this pig 
directly. Maybe some of you would like to 
guess on his weight? I'll take all guesses at 
ten cents each, and whoever hits it gets fifty 
cents.” 

This provoked a large and selected stock 
of winks and smiles, but no one walked up 
until the pig man said that any one person 
could guess us many times as he cared to, 
provided a dime accompanied each guess. 
Then a rush set in. ‘Three or four mer- 
chants put up fifty guesses each. A justice 
of the peace took thirty. A lawyer said about 
twenty would do for him. Before there was 
uny let up in the guessing about 600 had 
been registered und paid for. Every soul 


of ’em guessed at 170 pounds. It was curi- | tight. 





ous what unanimity there was in the guess- 
ing, but the pig men didn’t seem to notice 
it. When all had been given a chance the 
pig was led to the scales, and lo! his weight 
was exactly 174 pounds! 

You gentlemen,” explained the 
spokesman, ‘‘ while this animal only weighs 
170 pounds along about 11 o’clock at night, 
we feed him about five pounds of corn meal 
in the morning before weighing! You for- 
got to take this matter into consideration! ” 

Then somebody kicked the landlord, and 
he kicked the justice, and the justice kicked 
a merchant, and when the pig men looked 
back from a distant hill the whole town was 
out kicking itself and throwing empty wal- 
lets into the river.—VDetroit Free Press. 


see, 





lron Steamboats to the Piers. 





THE accommodations offered by the Iron 
Steamboat Company, and their exclusive 
right to land at the Coney Island and Long 
Branch 


piers, are important considerations 
during the excursion season. The strict 
discipline maintained upon all the boats 


prevents any annoyance to ladies and chil- 
dren, and the fleet of seven large steamers, 
by means of which extra boats may be run 
when required, gives a certainty of trans- 
portation, and no inconvenience from crowds 
on any special occasion. The advantage of 
large and pleasant waiting-rooms at West 
‘Twenty-third street and Pier No. 1 is also 
appreciated ; and the frequent arrival and 
departure of the boats avoids tedious delay 
at either end of the route. The early morn- 
ing boat from Long Branch will be put on 
in a few days, and the commuters to Long 
Branch will arrive in the city by the Iron 
Steamboat by carly business hours. 





What He had Never Seen. 


He was an old man, and as he entered 


this room, he remarked timidly to the 
editor: 
‘*Do you want something to print in 


your paper?” 

$¢ Yes,” replied the editor, “‘ if it’s worth 
publishing. What is it?” 

‘*Get your pencil out. I never rode in a 
rulroad train, and I am going on eighty 
years of age.” — 

‘** All right,” said the editor, jotting it 
down, ‘‘ that’s a good item.” 

‘*T never saw a telephone.” 

‘Ts that possible? Go on.” 

‘* Nor a pretty girl.” 

**Go ahead.” 

““And I haven’t washed 
hands for twenty years.” 

“Allright. Stand alittle further off and 
keep on.” 

‘*T was in my teens when I drank my last 
glass of water.” : 

**So was the man who writes the funny 
paragraphs for this paper,” remarked the 

ditor. ‘* Proceed.” 

‘*T never saw Pinafore, I never saw an 
open-back shirt, nor a game of  base-ball, 
nor a white elephant, nor a cigarette, nor 
any fine-cut chewing tobacco, nor a dude, 
nor a wide-awake newspaper, nor a pug dog, 
nor a pair of low-cut shoes, nor a—” 3 

‘**Great Cesar, man?” interrupted the 
astonished editor, ‘‘ where in the world 


my face and 
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have you lived all these seventy odd years?” 
And the old man responded sadly, 
“In St. Louis.”—Drake’s Travelers’ Mag- 
azine. 
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THE JUDGE. 





One of the Fiends. 


Ilr first appeared in a tobacco store on 
Michigan avenue. He had something rolled 
up in tin foil, and he carefully placed it on 
the counter and asked: 

**Do you ever have any use for dyna- 
mite?” 

‘‘Dynamite! Take the infernal thing 
away! * shouted the tobacconist, as he 
jumped back. ‘* What on earth are you 
carrying the stuff around this way for! ILere 
—have a smoke and take it away. I don’t 
want any fooling around my store.” 

The man lighted his cigar and strolled 
down the street and went into a saloon, and 
when he had placed his little package on the 
bar observed: 

‘* It’s just as safe as sugar as long as you 
know how to handle it?” 
*“*What’s that! Say, 

they call dynamite?” 

The man grinned. 

‘*Now you get out of this! I don’t pro- 
pose to have my head blown off to humor 
your nonsense. Iere—come up to this end 
of the bar and have a glass of beer, and then 
you pick up that stuff powerful careful and 
tip-toe out. 

Down at the corner another saloonist 
bought him off in the same way, and on the 
next block a grocer who was asked to take 
the state agency turned as white as new pro- 
cess flour, and his very first jump measured 
eight feet. The dynamite man asked him 
how he sold plug tobacco, and he stood in 
the alley door and called back: 

‘If you want a plug cut it off and get out 
o’ this! When I get ready to vacate here | 
want to move in the regular way!” 

Ile was trying his persuader on another 
saloonist when a policeman overhauled him 
and sternly demanded the package. 

‘There it is, and you can take your 
chances,” replied the man, as he placed the 
affair on a chair and walked out dvors. 

It was five minutes before the officer 
picked it up, and then was all alone in the 
place. He placed it on the bar, carefully 
removed the wrapping and when he reached 
the compound itself he stuck up his nose and 
walked out and pursued his way. It was a 
cake of compressed yeast.—Detroit Free 
Press. 


isn’t that the stuff 





Never too Late to Taxke. 


Just after the bank had suspended, the 
president was standing on the steps when 
@ mun came up and asked: 

** Bank busted?” 

** Yes,” sudly replied the president. 

**Won’t pay any more money out, I sup- 
pose?” 

‘* No.” 

“Well, I didnt want to draw any out. 
Thought that if the bank wasn’t too far 
gone | would make a deposit.” 

** Certainly, sir, certainly ” unlocking the 


door. Step right in and I can accommodate 
you. —Arkansas Traveler. 





One of the pleasantest ways to reach 
Coney Island this weather is to take one of 
the boats of the N. Y. and Sea Beach R. R. 
Co., and, after having been cooled by a de- 
lightful sail on the bay, to get into one of 
the company’s elegant cars and be whirled 
away into fresh air and invigorating breezes. 
Try it the next hot day. 

‘*'THis shooting business don’t pay,” ex- 
claims a wife-murderer. ‘They usually drop 
to the fact when it is too late.—Boston 
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(The Rev. Mr. Smythers has been told that it is the custom to humor the fancies of 


the inmates in the lunatic asylum.) 


InmMATE—** Grant's murder at Chicago was a very sad affair, wasn’t it ?” 


Mr. S.—‘* Vex, indeed ; very.” 


InmateE—‘* /layes was assassinated at Cincinnati, was he not? 


Mas. 8.—*“< Yes.” 


, 


InmatTeE—‘* And was not Queen Victoria murdered in her palace?” 


Mrs. S.—‘* J believe so.” 


InmaTE—*‘ Well, your dress looks like that of a minister, but your'e the worst liar I 


ever talked with.” 
Worse than Dynamite. 


‘* These dynamite explosions over in Eng- 
land,” said the sleeping-car conductor, “‘ re- 
mind me of an old woman and her jug of 
yeast. She got on ata small station ont be- 
yond Steubenville, carrying a gallon jug in 
her hand, which she told me contained a 
fine quality of home-made yeast. It was 
well-corked and tied, and the old lady car- 
ried it to her berth with her, tuking as much 
care of it as if it had been ababy. An hour 
or so later, When everybody was asleep, 
there was the most tremendous explosion 
ever heard in a sleeping-car, and all the 
neighbors of the woman had a shower bath 
of the frothy stuff from the shattered jug. 
It was dark and they thought they were cov- 
ered with their own blood. Such screaming 
you never heard, and the old woman her- 
self wasthe most frightened of the lot. The 
shaking of the car had made the yeast 
livelier than dynamite, and an extra heavy 
lurch had set it off. The bed-clothes of 
four sections had to be chunged.” 


Pronunciation. 

‘* George,” said a south side girl to her 
beau the other night, ‘* here's a piece in the 
paper headed Kismet. What does Kismet 
mean?” 

‘The word must be pronounced with the 
‘t’ silent, Nettie,” replied George. 


‘““Why, that would be ‘Kiss me,’” said 
Nettie. 
‘“‘With the greatest pleasure,” replied 


George. And he did.—Oil City Derrick. 


—*‘‘Ilow will my love come back to 
me?” inquires a fair poet of the western 
lands, Well, if he’s been to the lodge, or 
sitting up with a very sjck friend, he will 
probably come back at 2 a. M., informing 
the neighbors that he ‘‘ wogomet’ mornin,” 
after which he will endeavor to pry open the 
front door with a toothpick, crawl up-stairs 
sideways, and sink peucefully to rest with 
his boots on the pillow shams, and his head 
in his hat. 












































Why a Mormon Missionary Wanted to 
Reach Boston Quickly. 


““GIVE me a ticket for Boston. Quick!” 
excitedly exclaimed a wild-eyed man to the | 
ticket agent at the Grand Central Depot. 

‘*What’s your hurry, sir?” asked the 
agent. 

‘Oh, don’t ask me! 
explain!” 

‘** The train doesn’t leave for half an hour 
yet.” 

‘*Tsn’t there one that leaves right away? 

‘No, sir. Any friend of yours dying? ” 

‘Great Scott, no!” 

‘What's your hurry?” 

“Why, I’ve just read in this paper that 
there are 18,000 more women than men in 
Boston.” 

“Well, what of that?” 
= ** Why, you see, I’m a Mormon mission- | 
ary, and [——” 

‘Good morning!” shouted the agent, 
slamming down the window.—Drake's Trav- 
eler’s Mugazine. 


I haven’t time to 
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Panic Times. 


COUNTRYMAN came tearing down Long- | 
shore avenue. Panic in his eye, a panicky 
look about his legs. In his hand a copy of 
the Chronicle-Nmiler. Runs into a stock- 
holder in Undersea National Bank, to whom: 
“See here, mister; do you know what the 
papers are saying about your president? 
Disten to this: **In the present state of 
financial disaster, it must be a source of un- 
mixed satisfaction to the people of this com- 
munity to reflect that in the president of the 
Undersea National we have a gentleman 
whose character stands high, whose reputa- 
tion is without a spot, whose integrity is 
unquestioned.” Now what I want to know, 
is the Swiler’s sentiments on old G.smoothly 
correct.” 

Stockholder—*‘ Perfectiy correct, and—” 


THE JUDGE. 


Their Various Methods. 

GOsMOOTHLY ran off with the stamps, but 
didn’t drown himself—man of unblemished 
reputation. 

‘“* Yes; that’s of course.” 

Gosmoothly mysteriohsly disappeared and 
left no trace, or cash behind him—man of 
distinguished piety. 

‘“* Yes: that’s of courser.’ 

Goholy lighted out for Canada and took 
everything along but the deficit—great phi- 
lanthropist. 

‘“ Yes: that’s of coursest, but——”’ con- 
tinued this philosophic observer of mankind, 
‘*what cuts mo up all over, and is enough 
to shake the rockiest faith in human nature, 


, 


| and bring salt tears into the cyes of a cocoa- 


nut, is the fact that my friend Captain 
Blugarde should, at his time of life, turn 
over such «a new leaf as this. In all the 
years that I have known the Cap, he neve 
missed a horse race, or a chicken fight, or a 
pounding match; never backed out of a 
drink or ec friendly game of poker as long as 
there was the least show of getting a chance 


| to cheat; and alwaps carried the reputation 


} 
nmi } 
| 
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of being a consistent every day loafer. Now 
that such a tried man like that should be 
guilty of looseness in money matsers is a 
sign that the times are so infernally out of 
joint, as my friend Stratford Williams would 
suy, that we can’t hope to set ’em right, not 
even if we should all of us mend our ways 
and acquire the dynamite habit.” 

‘* A FELLOW never loses anything by sym- 
pathizing with the distressed,” remarked 
Bass. *‘* There was a chap I met out in the 
country last year. Ife was actually suffer- 
ing for food... As luck would have it, | 
hadn't anvthing to eat with me, and what 
was worse, I hadn’t a cent in my pocket. 
But I wanted to do something for him, and 
so | swapped jack-knives with him; and it 





“That settles it; why them’s the very 
words the papers used on young Soaper just 
before he run off with the county funds. 
This aint no time to stand round and fool 
Nine o’clock, sharp, ‘ill see the last cent of 
my deposit checked our of your concern, 
Why, thunderation, if I wouldn’t sooner 
Have a dynamite mine under a bank than 
such a doggoned dead beat as that for pres- 
ident. 

* FATHER,” said a young man who had 
charge of the paragraph department of a 
college magazine. ‘* Falstaff was a very fat 
man, wasn’t he?’ 

<i 

**Hle was what you might call corpulent, 
wasn’t he?” 

‘Yes, he was corpulent.” 

**Corpulence sounds big, but it’ can be 
spelled with four letters, can’t it? "== 

‘*No, it can’t. Llave you lost all your 
senses?” ——: “SS*—=_— ' 

‘““Oh yes, itcan. What’sthe ma 
obet?” 

The father will bring suit against the col- 
lege for dwarfing his son’s mind.—Arkan- 
saw Traveler. 
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ONE advantage of living in Brooklyn in 
summer is that Coney Island is much nearer 
to the City of Churches than it is to New 
York. ‘The people in East Brooklyn have 
as pleasant a way of reaching the Island as 
any, namely, by the cars of the Brooklyn, 
Flatbush and Coney Island Railway, which 
they can take at Bedford avenue. It is a 


first-class roud and commands its full share 
of summer travel. 


turned out that I got a first-rate bargain. 
for my knife was a miserable old iron-bladed 
affair that wasn’t worth the wear and tear of 
a fellow’s pocket. I tell you a man neve 
does « generous act but he gets rewarded 
for it in some way, sooner or later.”— Bus- 
ton Transcript. 





OpPpERATOR—‘* What do you mean, Mr. 
Coupon, by treating me as you have?” 
Broker—‘* Why what’s the matter, my dear 
Mr. Lamb?” © Operator—‘* 1 told you | 
wanted to buy X. Y. & Z. preferred, and 
you must pound down the price.” Broker— 
* Yes.” Operator—‘*‘ And you gave me to 
understand that you would. Yousaid you'd 
bear itin mind. But, instead of that, they 
tell me you have been doing all you could to 
talk itup.” Broker—* What of that? = 1 
only promised to bear it in mind. When it 
came to talk, you know, I naturally was on 
the bull side, as 1 had a few thousand shares 
I wanted to dispose of.”— Boston Transcript. 





Bos—‘‘ Why, hello, Dick, what are you 
carrying an umbrella for? It is not going 
to rain.” 

Dick—‘‘ I know it, but you see I am 
rather short of funds and have to keep on 
wearing my winter hat.” 

‘*But what has that to do with carrying 
an umbrella! ” 

Dick—‘* The umbrella gives people the 
impression that I thought it would rain and 
left my new straw hat home on purpose.” — 
Phila. Call. 





THE corn crop—a crow’s. 





Schoolboy Reminiscences. 
In the literature class one day, the revita- 
tion was frequently interrupted by a blast 
from the nose of our perceptor, who hada 
bad cold in her head, and in the midst of 
this we were required to give a quotation 
from ‘*some living poet.” Ali stumbled 
through until it came to fellow, who 
arose and hesitated a momet, then appar- 
ently inspired by a resonant neigh, which at 
that moment filled the room, he recited the 
refrain from Tennyson’s ** Bugle Call—” 
Blow, bugle ble \ 


one 


Let the wiid cellos flying, 
Blow, buyle, echoes 
Dying, dying, duing 


Th's young gentlemen immediately left 


the room by invitation of the ** bugler.” 


We had eggs for breakfast one morning, 
and the fellow who sat next to me had a 
very hard one, which he was hammering on 
his course stone ware plate, in a vain en- 
deavor to break. 

Looking up, and catching my eye, he 
solemnly recited— 

Break, break, break 

On this cold gray stone, 
(Holding out the still unbroken egg for in- 
spection, and then going on to finish the 
verse). 

And I would that my tongue could utter 

The thoughts that ari-e in me 

He afterward said that he would try and 
utter those thoughts, only he didn’t want to 
be punished for using profane language. 


Oh see! 





Why He Never Married. 

**T WONDER why Samuel J. Tilden never 
married ?” asked Mrs. Smith of her hus- 
band. ‘Did he never receive a leap year 
proposal _ 

“Oh, yes,” said Mr. Smith. “* Mr. 
den has received numerous proposals.” 

**T wonder why he never accepted any of 
them, then ?” 

** Because, dear, said Mr. Smith, coolly, 
“‘thev never could understand his letters, 
All of his love letters were just like his last 
letter of declination.” 

‘*TIow is that, John ? 

es Why, they couldn't tell from the word- 
ing of his letter whether he meant to uccept 
or whether he was giving a recipe to make 
soap.”— Paris Beacon, 


T 
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Playing Politics. 

JOHNNY ROUNDHEAD gave a backyard 
party the other day, and Charley Smullface 
was one of the honored guests, in fact, he 
was one of the aides-de-camp for the ocea- 
sion. Things didn’t go just to suit him, 
however, when supper was called, and the 
wrong fellow, as he thought, was put at the 
head of the table. Then he sulked off and 
played ‘* indifference.” 

“What are you going to do about it ? 
Wasn’t everything fair?” asked Johnny 
Roundhead. 

** Ye-e-es, everything was fair, but I'm 
going to go and help Jimmy Tuffboy’s gang 


to smash up all your furniture.” —Hartford 
Post. 


~WHEN two green nines tackle base ball 
the spectators laugh so much that they are 
too feeble to walk home, and the members 
of the nines are in the same condition, al- 
though they don’t laugh so heartily as they 
have been known to do.—Sustun Globe. 
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CATARRH 


Hay Fever 


Is a type of catarrh having pecu 
attended 
ndition of the 
lining membrane of the nostrils, 
and throat, affecting 
An acrid mucus Is se 


liar symptoms It is 
by an inflamed « 


tear-ducts 
the ijungs 
creted, the discharge is accompa 
nied witha painful burning sen 
sation 
of sneezing, frequent attacks of 
blinding headache, 
inflamed state of the eyes. 

Ely’s Cream Balm is 
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sis of this 
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a watery and 
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disease, and can be de 
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mall | 


cents 
RROTHERS, Dragyiete, Gwege, B. Vv. S =. 


ee wee ne 


RUPTURE 


RELIEVED and CURED without the iujury Trusses inflict, by 
Dr, J. A. SHEKMAN’S method. Office, 21 Broadway, New York 
His book, with photographic likenesses of bad cases, before and 
after cure, mailed for 10 cents. 


Send six cents for postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will help 
all, of either sex, to more money right away 

, than anything else in this world. Fortunes 


await the workers absolutely sure. At once 
address TRUE & Co., 


ELY 








Augusta, Maine. 





PROFITABLE INVESTMENT—Each $5 
JA days; loss impossible Hinsdale City, adjoining beautiful 
Garden City and Creedmoor Rifle Range—several thousand 
building lots surrounding depot, $150 each; monthly payments $5 
each; prices advanced monthly. Cottages $10 monthly up. Cir 
culars of R. WiLson, Attorney, 3% Broadway, N. Y 
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THE UDGE. 


LITERARY. 


Tue Dret Question. Giving the Reason Why, 
from ‘* Health in the Household,” by Mrs. Su 





sanna Dodds, M. D. 12mo, 

Fowler & Wells Co., Publishers, 

New York City. 

This book gives the reason why 
ticles of diet 
economical as well as more healthful. 


aper, 25 cents, 
53 Broadway, 





some ar- 
than others, more 


What 


to drink and why is viewed as an important 


are better 


question ; and a very valuable part of the 
book relates to food combinations, in which 
it is shown that there are some articles of 
same 


di- 


diet that cannot be partaken of at the 


meal with good results. Closing with 





etetic rules, hints on cooking, ete., it is not 
on that account a book of recipes.  Pub- 
lished at 25 cents, and will be sent by mail, 
prepaid, on receipt of the amount in post- 
uge stumps. Address as above. 

YOUNG MEN!--READ THIs. 

THe Voutaic Beit Co., of Marshall, Mich., offer to send their 
celebrated ELecTRO-VOLTAIc BELT and other ELECTRIC APPLI 
ANCES On trial tor thirty days, to men (young or old) afflicted 
with nervous debility, loss of vitality and manhood, and all 


kindred troubles. Also for rheumatism, neuralgia, paralysis 


and many other diseases. complete restoration to health. 
vigor and manhood guaranteeF No risk is incurred as thirty 
lays trial is allowed. Write them at once for illustrated 


POCKET MOSQUITO BAR. 


(Holden's Patent.) 


No discomfort in wearing day or 
night © trouble to put on 
venient to carry. Try one, unless you 
are mosquito proof 

Sample by mail, at Worth @1 per 
day in mosquito season. 


THOS. KANE & CoO., 
CHIC AGO, ILL, 
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Saratoga, Lake George, sl Catskill Mountains, 
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Tourists’ Tickets to All Res« rts at Offices of West Shore Route. 


PULLMAN BL FFET PARL OR CARS 
Will run through between 
LONG BRANCH, SARATOGA, 
NEW YORK, 


WASHINGTON, LAKE GEORGE, 
AND 
CATSKILL MOUNTAINS anp NIAGARA FALLS, 
Exclusively by the West Shore Route, 
t#~ See Time Tables in Daily Papers headed West Shore Route. 


HENLEY’S CHALLENGE ROLLER SKATE 
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MOST COMPLETE, 
SCIENTIFIC SKATE 
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‘or new 4 page Illustrated Catalogue. send 4 ct. 
stamp to M.C. HENLEY, RICHMOND, LIND 
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hich the full =a ‘of this Organ may be 
without removing the hands from the 





NOTICE.— This *pecial Limited Offer is positively not 
on and after the limited time has aes, and to secure the special 


* 


Price the following 0 .1Ck mu 
accompany )our order. 
Given under my Hand and Seal, 


Ml 


Mv sole object is to have it intro- 
duced without delay, so as to sell 
thousands at the Regular Price for 
CHRISMAS PRESENTS. 
and to this end I ani willing to offer 
first Organ as an ADVERTISEMENT, 
at a sacrifice, as every one sold sel lls 
others. All I ask in return of you 
is to show the instrument to your 
friends, who are sure to order at the 
RECULAR P ICE,$115.0¢ 

cs for itself, ft 

If you are 
Let me hear 
Call their attention to 
ffer to them. If you can con- 
INSTRUMENTS I shall certainly 
if possible, order within Five Days, thus 

ysitively no orders for this handsome Pipe 
$115.00, after the limited time, 


1882. 















—ETY.;7 e jnstrument sf 


sings its own praises. 
































{ 
W 
= 


The Ve 


The Presidential Campaign has opened, and THE Sun is in 
dispensable to all who would intelligently follow the course of | 
the Canvass. The Daily SUN reaches, by fast mail or express, all 
points within 400 miles of New York during business hours on 


th day of publication. Your newsdealer will supply it promptly 
on order, or we will send it by mail at 5'centsa month. Address 
I. W. ENGLAND, Tubtisher “THe Suv,” 


New York City. 





SAGAN, NAY 
gu COLUMBIAN ©9, 


BREWERY and MALT HOUSE 


450 W. 26th Street, 


BETWEEN NINTH & TENTH AVE’S, 


NEW YORK. 











JAMES FLANAGAN, } 
JOSEPH 0. NAY, > 
WM. L, FLANAGAN, \ 





ction Peck & Snyder’s 
> CEKLERRATED TENNIS 
Batis anp Rats 








assed, — 


ur new Franklin Bat car 
“ , 35 





ry ( 
are sole make r1 f 
Regulatio Ba | ado; ted 
by U.S.N L.T. Associa ril 5, S84, and be the 
In levia \ssocia Mav 6.18 J \ shed, 
tt v4 . iw Te “43 | ae w ph m- 
t fit sth vc, Ssampa. 


Pex ka auaiee, 126, 128, isu * ponent Ey r.¥. 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Travel around the World in your 
Chair. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
ss adapt them for Home Amusement ie 

With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay a comfortable living 
may be earned. Je VIEWS in re and made wna 
“2 i ; 


Send for Catalogue z «& 
185 Fifth 





’. 
Avenue, New York. 





GOSSAMER GARMENTS FREE? 


Laly Ag i town in the 
f r New Gossame erp” of Gar 
uce the goods we make the fol 
his paper who will 
ir friends and te 


¢, expenses, etc. 
PAMSBURG N.Y 


p pay pe 
WILL: 


co. 





oe nN 


‘SEHING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square é& Upright 


SFProAWwos. 
Warerooms: 3 W. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 


N. E.-corner 124 st. , New York. 


The Sensitive Mermaid 


THE GREATEST Scinny ie Cc CuRI- 


Factory, and ist av« 


9 
















OSITY EVER INVE ton the 
noe a ver od tak ts Gil von ens canteen 
areund as natural as ~ 


some people's baud atall 


Sas placed thereon. 
_ 


r r presente fish. 
ao. 


“SS Bo. 83 oi itIAMSBURG a. %: 


a 


— cm 
ULDEST 
Latest 


569 THIKD AVE, 
Baby Carriage Factory in the world. 
styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood. 
CARRIAGES AND SPRINGS, 

indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co. of 2th at., Dr. 
Shrady and others, as perfect in construc tien, 
safe and a althful. Boys’ and Girls’ Velocipedes, 
a) Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bicycles, &c.  V hole. 
Y sale and mi tail. Catalogues free. Open evenings. 
Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 

569 THIRD AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
Near 37th street. 


( RANDALL & CO. 


tm 


A long face 
purse.— Phila. 


JUDGE. 


is generally a sign of a 
Call. 


short 


ABRAHAM S. IleEwirt is still troubled 
with insomnia, but the danger of his nomi- 
nation for the Presidency isn’t keeping him 
awake nights.—/Hartford Post. 


Tue Prince of Orange 
in his bedroom. Strange 
have died with such 
ings?—Har/ford Post. 


kept sixty parrots | 
that he should 
delightful surround- 


Youne lady to male punster at a church 
fair—‘* Please, sir, put your name down on 
my list.” 

7 Nay, 


fair maid, I'll not /ist to thee.” 


It is said that the whistling man is one 
who does little thinking. Sut he makes 
others think. And, oh! what fearful 


thoughts they think.— Boston Transcript. 


THE new Yale stroke is said to be a 
beauty. It mingles the stately vigor of the 
Latin hexameter with the smooth grace of 
the Greek iambic.—Cincinnati Saturday 
Night. 

The English salvation army is about 
to organize a bicycle and tricycle corps. This 
may speed the noisy work somewhat, but we 


can’t see how it is to 


soles. 


going save any more 


AN exchange says: A miss in Gaddeston, 
Ga., has hair that sweeps the floor. Now if 
this miss bad hair that could cook, wash 
and iron and milk the cows, what a bonanza 
she would be as a wife.—Brooklyn Times. 
vee, 


**So Schnapp is dead ? 


poor fel- 


low, he has gone at last. He was a good 
man and a consistent Christian.” ‘*Con- 
sistent Christian! What do you mean? I 


thought he kept the worst grocery in town.” 
“Yes, so he did; but he was a good man 
for all that. He never neglected his religi- 
ous duties. He always kept the front door 
of his saloon closed on Sundays.— Boston 
Transcript. 


Mrs. Suoppy (to storekeeper)—‘‘ Show 
me a thermometer—one of your very best, 
you know.” 

Shopkeeper—‘‘ This, ma‘am, is 
very finest. Superb mountings, 
with nicest exactness, Venetian 
know, and the finest quicksilver.” 

Mrs. Shoddy—*‘ Quicksilver; oh, yes, that 
would be well for the kitchen, to be sure; 
but I want one for my boudor. Let me have 
one with quick gold.”—Chicago Sun. 


one of our 
graduated 
glass, you 


') 


Agents Wanted for authentic edition 
of his life Published at Augusta, his 
home. Largest, handsomest, cheap 

by the renowr historian 
and biographer, Col. Cornw fe of Garfield, published 
by us, outsold the twenty others by 60,00 lutsells every book 
ever published in this world ; many ager ire selling fifty dally 
en are making fortunes All new t int s successful; 
grand chance for them; $4 1ade 
day ‘Terms mi mst ibe ‘ral P arti 
for postag n oe luding large 
prospectus t “ and sa 















"AL 1 EN & CO., Augusta, Maine, 





Franklin Square + Libra C0. 


—— STEAM UTERSRaP ES PRINTERS :-—— 


FINE COLOR WORK ASP ECIALTY. 
PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHIC !XEPRODUCTIONS. 
Estimates Carefull: 


324, 326 and 32 Pearl St., 
NEW 


*repared., 


YOr 





United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 


Association, 
20 Broadway, 
N.Y. 








Accident 
Insurance 
AT HALF RATES. 








The United States Mutual Accident 
Association, 320 and 322 Broadway, New 
York. The best in the world. Thousands 


of claims paid. No valid claims contested 


nor any unpaid. No extra charge for 
European Permits covering full benefits 
abroad, 85000 Insurance with $25 a week 


indemnity costs about $13 a year which may 


be paid at one time if preferred. $10,000 





Avaustus—‘“‘ I never met your pa. Is he 
at home? ” 
Evitu—*‘* Yes; 
AUGUsSTUS—‘‘ 
pose.” 
Evita—‘‘ No; he never goes to sleep un- 
til the house is locked up.” 
AvuGustus— Ah! yes, ah! 
what are your Pa’s politics? 


up stairs.” 
Asleep by this time, I sup- 


By the way, 
He is a Blaine 





man, isn’t he?” 
Epitu—‘* No; he’s a kicker.” 
Augustus left.— Philadelphia Call. 


‘““Wuat do you want?” demanded the 


| fastidious editor of a local society paper to a 


frowsy-looking tramp who approached hi 
desk 
“Tm a poet, 


sir, and wish to give you 


head,” rejoined the poet, vigorously scratch- 
ing his tangled locks. 

**Out of my sight!” yelled the editor, 
| leaping a distance from the poet; “I don’t 
\@ lit a fine comb!” 











something stirring and animated gut of my | 


Write for Application Blank which you may 


| Insurance with $50 weekly indemnity at 
| ; ; ? ; 

| proportionale rates. Membership Fee $5 
| 

for each $5000 J/nsurance, payable hut once. 
] 

} 

| 


| fill, sign and forward to the Home Office and 


| 
receive your policy in return. Thousands 


of those who have been rejected by life com- 


} panies can obtain accident iNSUTANCE. 
| CHARLES B. PEET, 
Of Rogers, Peet & Co Pre 


JAMES R. PITCHER, 


| Secretary 


sident. 





Columbia Bicycles 
THE 


Send 


POPULAR STEEDS OF TO-DAY. 


Scent stamp for Illustrated Catalogue 
THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO., 
597 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


B-anch House, 12 Warren street, New York 

















| 


| 








> 5 


THE JUDGE 
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THE OPINION OF A SANDWICH MAN IS OF LITTLE VALUE. 








